
A Royal
Wife Beater.

Prince Frederick Leopold
Causes a Terrible Scandal

in the German Court,
His Long-Suffering Wife, the

Empress's Sister, Badly
Injured.

Blows and Curses Have Been Her
Portion Since the Birth of

Her First Child.

THE KAISER HER STERN AVENGER.

Wilhelm Has Placed His Sister-in-Law's
Brutal^Spouse Under Arrest and

May Deprive Him of
His Sword.

Berlin, Dec. 31..Of all Kaiser Wilhelm's
sensational feats none will be so generally
and heartily indorsed as his rigorous pun¬
ishment of a royal wife beater.
The story of the Emperor's quarrel with

his wife's sister's husband, Prince Fred¬
erick Leopold, Involves a terrible Court
scandal, which the officials are doing their
best to suppress. All news of it, with the
exception of a brief account of the accident
that befell the Princess a day or two ago,
has been rigorously excluded from the
wires. That there was imperial authority
for this attitude was rreely admitted.
VDon't insist," your correspondent was

told, "or your action may be construed as
'lese majeste.' "

And this in spite of the fact that the story
reflected the highest credit on the Kaiser's
manhood and chivalry.
Frederick Leopold became the Kaiser's

brother-in-law by his marriage to Princess
Louise Sophia of Schleswlg-Holstein, sister
of the Empress.
The accident which befell the Princess

while skating near the Castle Glienecke,
the country residence of the couple, re¬
sulted in bringing the terrible story of her
silent sufferings to light.
It seems that Her Royal Highness and one

of her ladies, being unattended, broke
through the ice and were saved with diffi¬
culty by passers by, who carried them
to the castle. After the Princess had
been rubbed down and made comfortable in
bed her husband came in, fresh from the
Potsdnm drill grounds. The master of the
household reported the accident to him, and
with the words "Her Royal Highness was
forbidden by me to leave her room," he
Jumped up the stairs and into his wife'sboudoir.
What followed has been described to me

by a chambermaid who left the service at
Castle Glienecke immediately afterward.
"The-Prince burst into the chamber like

a madman." 1yst as I was placing hot bottles
to Her Royal Highness'? fgGt,'; «s this
witness. "Grabbing me by the shoulders
he pushed me into the next room and then
threw his helmet into his wife's face, cry¬ing out: 'Your disobedience will cause an¬
other rupture between myself and the Em-

Eeror. He will say I let you go unattended,
oping that you might drown on the excur¬

sion.'
"My mistress endeavored to say some¬

thing in reply, but at the same moment I
heard the riding whip whizzing through the
air and come down upon the Princess's
head and shoulders. I rushed out and
placed myself between His Highness and
the royal lady, who was crying for help. I
myself shouted lustily and received several
strokes with the whip in retaliation. Then
the gentlemen and ladies on duty in the
drawing room, as well as several servants,
came running in, and the Prince reluctantly
slunk away.
"He had a fit in his own room afterward,

so I heard, but his own servants refused to
attend to him. They let him lie in his
agony until the doctor arrived."
By these proceedings the whole castle

soems to have been aroused. In the midst
of the commotion a four-horse coach drove
into the yard, from which the Empress
stepped in great haste and excitement.
Her Majesty had Intended to drive to Ber¬
lin, when she was advised of the accident
to her sister. She immediately turned her
horses' heads, making a dead run for

. Glienecke. .*
The Kaiserin's suspicions were aroused

when the hastily summoned master of the
household informed lifer that he would an-1
nounce Her Maj&ty's visit to the Princess.
"Nonsense," said the Empress. "I will

go at once to see my poor sister."
Thereupon the official conducted the Em¬

press to the elevator, which he knew to be
out of order, and himself skipped to Her
Royal Highness's room. The Princess was
in "convulsions, but the intelligence of her
sister's arrival partly revived her. She de¬
clared that she was unfit to be seen and
that she would allow no one to enter her
room, not even by command of the Kaiser
himself.
On hearing this the Empress, now thor¬

oughly frightened, quickly went to the tele-
phono and summoned her husband, who
arrived from the parade grounds on horse¬
back within fifteen minutes. The imperial
rouple held a consultation, and then, or¬
dering everybody to stand back, proceeded
to the Princess's boudoir, which they found
locked. The Kaiser, who knows the castle
well, thereupon opened a door secreted in
the wall and entered quickly with his wife.
They found Princess Louise Sophia cry¬

ing before her toilet glass and engaged In
putting glycerine and powder on several
long scars on her face, head, neck and
bosom. Everybody could see that they
were the result of a heavy beating with a
whip. Seeing their majesties enter, the
Princess recognized that there was no fur-
ther use for concealment. She broke down
completely and told not only the happen¬
ings of that particular day, but the long
Btory of her secret sufferings.
Married in 1889, she has been an unhappy

and maltreated wife for the last five years.She says she has hidden her husband's
shame and her own disgrace before the
servants and her relatives and friends byall sorts of devices, but her little children,
five and four years old, have several times
witnessed Prince Leopold's cruelties.
Kaiser and Kaiserin were horror-struck

at what they saw and heard. They locked
the doors of all the adjoining rooms and
then put the Princess to bed again. His
Majesty knows a thing or two about first
aid to the wounded, and with the assist¬
ance of a medicine chest soon succeeded
in alleviating somewhat. hi& sister-in-law's
physical pains. Then he ordered that
Prince Leopold appear at once, and uponbeing told that His Royal Highness was
Buffering and in bed he commauded that
be be carried in.
The Kaiser let the wretch sit down in a

chair, and Princess Louise Sophia was told
to repeat the story of her sufferings, which
she did under many protests. Only once
during this recital did Frederick Leopold
attempt to deny the terrible charges, but
the Kaiser interrupted him with the words:
"I will treat you as the Emperor of Aus¬

tria treated the infamous Archduke Otto, if
pou add one word of insult to the injuries
pou have done this iadv."
Otto, it should be explained, was knocked

down and soundly whipped by his Imperialancle, several years ago, after he had
amused himself by secreting several boon
companions in his wife's bedroom, that
they might see her undress.
The Princess stated that her husband's

love for her turned to hatred after the
pirth of her first child, a girl. Since then
oe has never ceased upbraiding her on ac¬
count of her poverty, and parading his
wealth before her. His first assaults were
Dade with his fist, but during the last two
pears he has employed his, riding whip,promising that he would make her life a
fcell, as his father did that of the Princess
Haria Anna. To have her In his power, he
pslsted upon living all the year round Inbastle Glienecke, which is two hours from
Berlin by rail and a long distance from
Iheir majesties' residence. He drove his
pother, the widow of the late Red Prince,trom the family palace opposite the Kais-
irhof, in Berlin, claiming that he meant to,.side there himself, but, that accom-
(llshed, would not allow his wife to enter

It. The Prince also sorely maltreated bis
children, with the exception of the young¬
est, who is a boy.
The recital wound up with the statemeat

that Prince Leopold had lately forbidden
his wife to drive out or to take any out¬
side exercise without special permission.
The gentlemen of her court had, therefore,
refused to accompany her when sbe went
skating, and thus the accident had hap¬
pened.
After hearing everything the Kaiser

placed Prince Leopold under arrest in his
bedroom, ordering that he should be fed
like ordinary prisoners; at the same time
he deprived him of his sword and called by
telephone twelve grenadiers to guard his
door and the windows of the room.
The imprisonment is to last for two

weeks, and at its expiration the Emperor
will decide whether Prince Leopold shall
remain in the army or not. At any rate, he
has to give up his command at the head of
the Imperial Body Guards. The Princess
may sue for divorce before the family coun¬
cil at once, if she chooses to, and the Em¬
peror promised her that she should retain
possession of her daughters and a large in¬
come. As the head of the family, the
Kaiser is absolute in his decisions concern¬
ing the members of the royal family.
The affair leaked out, as was to be ex¬

pected, and everybody is talking about it.
To-day I accompanied a number of Pots-
damers to Castle Glienecke, and from the
top of our tally-ho we saw the sentinels
marching through the snow up and down
in front of the imprisoned Prince's win¬
dow. Of course, everybody is in hearty
sympathy with his wife, and upholds the
Emperor's prompt and decided action, but
many of Prince Leopold's comrades in the
army claim that he is only partly re¬
sponsible for his acts.
"The cruel treatment the Prince re¬

ceived from his father has made him a
moral and physical wreck," said a well-
known physician to me. "He is an epi¬
leptic, and the least unforeseen sound
makes him shudder with fright. He is suf¬
fering from a fixed idea that he will never
escape corporal punishment if he grows to
be a hundred years old. For that very rea¬
son he lacks all military and manly spirits.
Instead of commanding a regiment, he
should be placed in an asylum."
Prince Leopold is immensely wealthy, his

fortune exceeding twice that of the Em¬
peror.

Intelligent Beetles.
[Houston Post.]

Last week I came home one night and, by
accident, opened the pantry. I was surprised
at finding at least a hundred big beetles scam¬

pering across the floor to escape into their lair.
I saw that they all disappeared down a circu¬
lar hole in one corner of the closet. Next night
I sallied fbrth on a tour of extermination. X
prepared a vujoden plug to stop up the hole and
a flat cudgel with which to annihilate the crit¬
ters. I approached the pantry with a lighted
candle, opened the door suddenly and, before
the roaches fully realized my presence, X had
their escape completely blocked. It was a
sight worth seeing. Some of them were In the
corner playing "Copenhagen." Some were in
the centre of the pantry playing "ring around
rosy." When they saw the light, they suddenly
interrupted their sports and made a bee-line for
home. Astonishment was written on every
lineament of their black bodies when they saw
their escape cut oft. I set the candle on the
floor and belabored them right and left with
my weapon. Soon I had the floor strewn with
corpses. All at once my light went out. A
venerable looking, patriarehial sort of cock¬
roach. realizing that the salvation of his family
and relatives lay in darkness, had climbed up
the candle and thrown himself across the
flame. Like Arnold Winkelried, he died in a

trice, but before I could strike a match the
last of the still living bugs had found some
secret means of exit and had disappeared. That's
what I call intelligence. I have that hero's
body embalmed in my collection, and since
that adventure I have the greatest respect for
roaches. When I want to exterminate them
now, I treat them royally to ten cents' worth
of poison.

Th <¦ Suspected.
[Tid-Bits.]

The following story is told of a precocious
little girl of ten. She is the daughter of a

well-known lady of considerable charms, whom
the (family doctor was visiting for influenza.
He felt the pulse gravely and tenderly, holding
her wrist after the orthodox manner of a

ladles' doctor, as he sat beside iier in the draw¬
ing-room. As he did so he became awaTe iu2.t
the child had her great grave eyes, full of in¬
quiry, fixed upon him.
"You don't know what I'm doing?" said th«

medical man, lightly, to the young lady.
"Yes.I do," was (he portentously solemn re¬

ply. "You are making love to my mother!"

Tlie Sentinel Rat.
[Philadelphia Record.]

The shrewdness and sagacity of aged members
of the rodent family have been demonstrated In
numberless instances, but an Incident recently
witnessed by Superintendent Tyler, of the City
Hall, is worthy of remark. The yard of a house
adjoining a stable on Seventeenth street, above
Fairmount avenue, has been infested with rats
for a long time, and a few days ago a member
of the family set a large wire trap in the yard.
Mr. Tyler was seated in the rear room of a

Grayson street house and watched results with
great interest. First one rat scudded across the

grass and took an observation. In another min¬
ute a dozen little rats came trooping along with
the evident intention of sampling the cheese.
Just then a lean, long, gray old rat, with his
tail chopped off, probably from a previous ex¬
perience with traps, appeared and chased all the
little rats away. The old fellow kept watch all
the afternoon, and effectually prevented a single
rat. young or old, from entering the trap.

For Uniform Spelling'.
[London Times.]

A discussion having been raised In the columns
of the Times as to the correct spelling of cer¬
tain words. Dr. E. A. Abbott expressed strong
opposition to a rigid official orthography, saying:
"Is it not time that we should give up this
wasteful, arbitrary and often erroneous attempt
at uniformity?" Professor J. Earle echoes this
opinion, asserting that the process of compelling
a uniform orthography is a strife against na¬
ture. language is a product of life, and it
shares the incidents of life, of which none is
more prevading than abhorrence of fixity. "The
way to slow but natural reform is to relinquish
coercion and let all men spell as they like, trust¬
ing that the natural process of the survival of
the fittest will, in due time, bring about a
spontaneous Improvement."

Unbearable Monotony,
[Chicago Daily News.]

Bridget O'Hoolihan, an elderly Irish cook, had
been Induced to go to a quiet little suburban
town to live In a wealthy gentlemen's family.
Two weeks after her arrival she declared her in¬
tention of returning to the city. "Why do you
leave us, Bridget?" asked her mistress, in a

grieved tone. "We pay you the very highest
wages." "Ye do, ma'am, an' yer a perfect
leddy. Oi'm cot lavin' troo anny fault av de
fam'ly, but this place -is such a dead old place,
wid no chance to do anything lolvely in It,
that, begorry, OI have to mek up a pack o' lies
iv'ry time 01 go to confession or 01'd havfc nothin'
to confesh."

One Fool's
Love Story.

Poor, Persecuted Little Max
Lebaudy Had a Real

Romance.
The Paris Public Loves His

Memory Because of His
Sad End,

But More Yet Because of His Affaire
de Coeur with Mile.

Marsy.
LEFT. THE ACTRESS ALL HIS GOLD.

He Was a Warm-Hearted Chap and Clung
to This Charming Woman in His

Last Hours.Her Pa¬
thetic Letter.

Paris, Jan. 3..Poor little Max Lebaudy!
Now that he Is dead, no one has aught

but kindly words for him. How changed Is
the sentiment since a yey or two ago, when
he was devising Idiotic means of dissipating
his patrimonial millions!
But many things have happened since

then. He has suffered. Nay, he has fallen
a victim to the insensate malignancy and
avarices of politicians and blackmailers. At
their door lies his blood, just as surely as
if they had assassinated him with clubs
and knives.
And more important still.supremely im¬

portant, as enlisting the sympathies of the
volatile Parisian public.is the romance
that enveloped his last hours, and, touched
with the red gleam of tragedy, transfigures
the memory of poor, foolish, extravagant,
warm-hearted "Sugar Bowl" Lebaudy. Ah
the world loves a lovr; Paris simply adores
one. And Max Lebaudy was a lover. Withal
his inamorata was a woman of force, of
fame, of gracious charm, if not of genius.
And little Max Lebaudy loved her through¬
out all the vicissitudes of his short and
turbulent career.loved her in his latter
days of Illness and persecution with the
clinging fondness of a tender-hearted and
misunderstood boy.. And In dying he left
her that which had failed to shield him
from a cruel fate.his fortune.
Did she love him? As to that, Mile. Marsy

may keep her own counsel. Perhaps some
hint of her feelings may be discerned in
this letter, which she has just written:

"I ean do no more than tell you the
terrible news. My poor dear little patient
died at 7:45 last evening after having suf¬
fered terribly. His youth had gained the

Marie Louise Marsy, Who Inherits Max Lebaudy's Eight Million Francs.
(From a photograph.)

V
TC-ttf Little "Sugar Bowl."

(Fro'3 a photograph.)

victory over the typhoid fever. Since yes¬
terday evening the fever had abated. But
congestion of the lungs supervened.
"At 2 o'clock, when I reached the hos-

pital, he was breathing freely, and no
longer complained of pain in the head. He
was quiet, but his temperature was very
low (35 deg.). I gave him some tea and
rubbed him with ammonia; I fought against
death for him for two hours.
"But the disease made frightful progress;

he was literally suffocating. His brother
and I sent for the chaplain, and the last
sacraments were administered at 4 o'clock.
At 4:30 he had an attack of syncope, and 1
thought all was over. But I still kept up
the struggle.
"We put cups to him; we gave him air

by opening his mouth, and stimulated his
breathing-by artificial respiration. All, how¬
ever, was unavailing, and I closed his eye*
at 7:45 o'clock, after having heard his
stertorous breathing for seven hours.
"Poor boy! I had, at any rate, the con¬

solation of being able to stay with him to
the last, thanks to the kindness of the chief
surgeon at the hospital.
"Poor, dear childl'He had so often begged

me not to leave him and be by his side
during his last moments!
"Such were his last hours on earth.
"Now, whatever you may write respect

ing him, I wish to let you know that my
poor friend forgave all who bad done him
harm. He was a victiip of injustice, but
he forgave it. Such were the last instruc¬
tions he gave me, a few days ago, when he
spoke to me for the last time, and I am
very anxious that no one should be at¬
tacked. MARIE LOUISE MARSY."
Mile. Marsy and Max Lebaudy were to

have beeen married If he had lived lotig
enough. From a financial point of view, she
will not suffer by reason of his untimely
death. The young man's share in his
father's estate amounts to $5,400,000. Al¬
though he succeeded in getting rid of a
great deal of money before he was drawn
in the conscription and entered the French
army as a private soldier, there are still
enough millions to make the actress one
of the richest women in Europe.
How grotesque a part money plays In

this grim comedy of life and death. It was
with the money of his father, the enorm¬
ously rich manufacturer, that poor silly
Max, who was the youngest of the family,
contrived to achieve world wide fame as a
gilded fool. It was that wealth that, when
perforce a private in the service of the
republic, debarred him from being treated
with common humanity, such as would
have been accorded to the meanest peasant.
As a soldier his country paid him one sou
per day. And as an invalid he could not
obtain proper treatment. Yet he could af¬
ford to leave the woman he loved many
times a millionaire.
As for Mile. Marsy, it is probable that

her association with the Qomedie Fran-
caise, including her dividends and her
salary, do not yield her over $5,000 a year.
The actress lives in a small house-rthe

Villa Fanny, just outside Amelie-les-Bains
.on the Palalda roads. It is a charming,
secluded spot, surrounded by thick woods.
It was here that Max Lebaudy spent his
last day, after the military authorities were
at length (but too late) aroused t? the criti¬
cal condition of. his health, long since un¬
dermined by the rigorous discipline and
brutal neglect under which he had suf¬
fered in the army. He lived in the military
hospital, near his sylvan retirement, very
silmly. Most of his time was spent in
driving through the country roads with
Mile. Marsy. He desired no other com¬
panionship. Many were the friends from
Paris who presented their cards at the
Villa Fanny and the hospital, but all were
politely turned away. M. Lebaudy was too
ill to receive.
And so he was the poor little "Sugar

Bowl!" It was a wreck, nothing more,
that the military authorities had yielded
up for a brief spell to the care of Ml'e.
Marsy. He was a wan shadow of his for¬
mer self, this emaciated victim of rabid
socialist and scheming blackmailers, with
his hollow cheeks, his trembling hands and
his frightened, pleading eyes. And he did
not forget the woes of others, though per¬
haps less unfortunate than himself. Time
and again he sent money to the Mayor
of Amelie-les-Bains, to be distributed among
the poor of the commune. Mile. Mars>
nursed him devotedly. She never left
his side. And so efficacious werevher min¬
istrations, and the balmy air of the place,
that the boy gathered more strength than
he had known for months.
That was his undoing. When the track

of the velodrome at Amelle-les-Bains had
been repaired at his own expence, Hp could
not forbear to ride a bicycle once more.
an amusement of which he had always
been passionately fond.and then, the sport¬
ing spirit reasserting itself, he entered
into a match race, with pacemakers, with
another cyclist. For an hour he pedalled
madly round the track. Then, after the
race 'was over, he returned to the villa
Fanny, but had hardly entered the door
when he fainted in Mile. Marsy's arms.
And Max Lebftudy's persecutors? It Is

at least satisfactory to know that the
first few of wHat may prove a largo crop
of arrests of blackmailing journalists and
others implicated in his ill-treatment, are
already announcerd.

"I Heard the Riding Whip Whiz Throuah the Alt and Come Down Upon the Princess's Shoulders."

Buried by
Broadway.

Like the Corri3ors of a
Coal Mine Are These

Hidden Chambers,*
A Subterranean City Stretching

from the Battery to Forty-
second Street.

Every Inch of Space in This Marvel¬
lously Valuable Town Is

Utilized.

SCALDING STEAM AND HOAR FROST.

Great Buildings Sink Deep Into^he Ground
While They Also Rise High

Into the Air.

There is a buried city under Broadway
a city in which commerce whirrs and

men and women delve, as completely un¬
derground as if they were working in a
coal mine. This strange part of this strange
town gives employment to thousands. The
business carried on in New York's subten
ranean places amounts to millions every
year.
In order to economize room where every

cubic inch of space has fabulous value, a
line of deep cellars and sub-cellars have
been dug along both sides of Broadway
extending almost continuously from Bowl¬
ing Green to Forty-second street.
The'depth of these underground business

establishments varies almost as much as
does the height of the buildings on the
street level above. There are many three-
story cellars, and the Equitable Building
has four eellars under it, which reach well
out toward the centre of the street. The
broadest and deepest of these excavations
are the ones whidh vextend out from under
the great office buildings and hotels. Many
of them are occupied by boilers and engines
which furnish power utilized in many ways
in the sky-scraping edifices above. There
are enough engines and boilers under
Broadway pavement to blow up the whole
street from the Battery to Union square.
There are scores of complete electric
power plants.
The temperature of underground Broad¬

way stands at a much higher point than
that of the street level.
One of the most interesting of these un.

derground establishments is situated be¬
neath the concrete pavement on the east
side of Broadway, near Pine street. It con¬
tains a very complete power house. There
is an immense engine tucked away under
the pavement whose smoothly gliding ma.
chinery transmits hundreds of horse-power
of energy to the elevator systems through¬
out the buildings above and supplies steam
to twenty miles of steam pipes, which Vieat
several hundred offices. The inhabitants
of this Broadway establishment are as bot
and grimy as those of any coal mine. They
grope about in the dark passageways under
these pavements with lanterns, and oc¬
casionally come to the surface for uir
through the little round coal holes. A lit¬
tle way further up the street is a complete
ice manufactory under one of the great
hotels. The machinery here is constantly
covered with thick frost, and the coils of
pipe directly beneath the idew2^ >ven in
the hottest weather witt. ~

icicles. Ths inhabitants of this sectiuu
of the buried city dress every day in the
year in heavy clothing and wear "mufflers
and even tabs to keep them warm in July.
In many of these subterranean offices

great safe deposit vaults defy the burg¬
lar's slyest skill. These iron cages and
steel-walled rooms under the pavement in
this section were built with as much pre.
caution as are steel battle ships. No Jail
in the world is as safe from intrusion as
are these buried vaults. A large part of
the wealth of New York is buried here,
separated by only a few feet from the
most densely thronged thoroughfare in the
world.
'Many other of these subterranean apart,
ments are rented at a high figure, to be
used for business offices. Some are fur¬
nished In luxurious style. Sub-cellar floors
are thul covered with rich carpets. Sub-
cellar walls and ceilings are frescoed and
the rooms are lighted by clusters of in¬
candescent lamps.
The stores along!this buried thoroughfare

probably contain the most remarkable as¬
sortment of' merchandise to be found
anywhere in the world, and sometimes
utilize this underground space as sale or
display rooms. A well-known Japanese
store in the retail district has fitted up the
space beneath the street pavement as an
Oriental parlor. Beneath the street and
its roar of traffic there are here rows of
luxurious divans, splendid hangings and
hundreds of costly ornaments, the whole
being lighted by ancient hanging lamps
and perfumed with rare Eastern Incense.
Several of the retail stores in the shop¬

ping district have placed some of their
busiest counters beneath the glass pave¬
ments, and throngs of excited women crowd
and push about them to get at the bar¬
gain counters. So it happens that a much
more animated scene is going on underneath
the paveongnts than could be seen above
them. There is almost no end to the
variety of uses tO which this space be¬
neath the BLroadway pavements is put.
Brcadway is growing dott'D into the earth
alniost as rapidly as it is globing up into
the air. In course of time buiiuiTU'S '"iii
ri se above cellars four and even five stories
deep.

.

H:ul His Doubts.
. [London Truth.]

A Durham miner, aged seventy-three, visited
a Newcastle lawyer (a bachelor) for the purpose
of making his will. The old man's property
consisted of two small cottages, which had
cost him £150, and a little furniture. The
lawyer having asked his client how he wished
to dispose of his property, the latter replied:
"Ma old woman ties to hev all so long as

she's my widow. Efter that my bairns gets
all."
"What age is your old woman?" asked

lawyer.
"Seventy-two," replied the miner.
"And how Ion? have you and your wife been

married?" asked the lawyer.
"Over fifty years," replied the miner. There¬

upon the lawyer suggested to his client that
he should give the wife the interest during her
life, whether she continued a widow or other¬
wise.
"Hinney, aa winnot; aa'll her ma aan way,"

said the miner.
"But surely," replied the lawyer, "you don't

expect your old woman, seventy-two years
old, would lnarry again?"
The miner, looking the lawyer full in ih#

face, answered with much solemnity: "Wo.?,
hinney, thor's nae knaaing what young che>iS
like yourself will de for money."

MoinerA Kuuiest Man.
[Lewiston Journal.]

A wealthy resident of York County lost his
wife a few weeks ago. Her illness was pro¬
longed and no doubt expensive. But that was
the poor woman's misfortune, not her fault.
However, her thrifty husband cheered the final
weeks of her life by regularly sitting down
by her bed each day and detailing how nnv
her sickness was costing him. striking a trial
balance for the suffering wife's benefit every
day. At last she died.the doctor, who knew
of the husband' n singular method)- ol cheering
a sick-bed, said there was no doubt ubout It.
and while she lay in her coffin the bereaved
spouse, deep in thought, picked up one of the
dead wife'* shoes and Cii.efully figured on its
sole with a bit of chalk the sum total of what
the sad affair had cost him. This grievous state¬
ment of facts is solemnly made by the Bangor
Commercial, which congratulates the womim on

being deRd. How about the man.could he bs
any deader?

Warning to Colorado.
[Baltimore American,]

Now that gold fields have been discovered in
the United States, the world is waiting to see
whether England will claim that all along she
has been under a great mistake concerning ths
true boundary of her Canadian possessions.


